walking with a friend down the Boulevard des Capucines,
she had met her brother Antoine. He was strolling arm in
arm with a woman of more than twenty-five, quite old, but
pretty and well-dressed. The woman was looking at him
with fish-like eyes, and he at her with an affectionate, rather
foolish smile. Walking very close together, with their two
heads nearly touching, they had made a striking pair.
Antoine was as handsome as a film-star. When he caught
sight of his sister a few steps away from him, his face
darkened, then he turned his head away and resumed his
smile and his conversation. The woman noticed nothing,
Pierrette had said nothing to her friend either, but her
knees had begun to tremble. The imposing lie about a
holiday in Burgundy had upset and indeed appalled her.
Until then Antoine had been in her eyes a pillar of the
family existence. He was more sensitive than his father and
mother to the need for harmony in the domestic circle, on
which he always produced a beneficient effect. If Pierrette
had passed him alone on the Boulevard, she would have
thought the Burgundy holiday was a pious lie, conceived
for the benefit of the family. But the evidence was clear.
There was a love affair in question. And what was most
upsetting was that he should have been with a woman of
twenty-five and perhaps thirty. On this same woman's arm,
he was making his way into an adult world beyond his
sister's reach. At home, in spite of his good sense, intelli-
gence and ability, he figured as a boy, and Pierrette had
always felt on a level with him. This was now all over.
There was now a grown woman in his life, a woman
with whom he no doubt lived and slept. Perhaps he even
committed the act. Indeed, as she thought it over, rather
disgustedly, she could not doubt that he had done so. She
might have accepted this without repulsion, if not without
alarm, if it had been with a friend of his own age, Clemence
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